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Visiting an aged friend, I found her very melancholy and down. Her life 
was a shambles from recent illnesses, a sister’s death, bouts through the medical 
monster, pains, wasteland isolation of old age and ill health, etc. No one can feel 
or relieve another’s personal suffering. I tried to console but all one can do in such 
instances is simply be there, assist where possible, listen and to care by being 
while holding a hand in her darkness. After prattling on about many things, she 
began darkly speaking of her plan to end it all. I merely listened until she ran out 
of steam then self-excused for a brief walk. I was overwhelmed and needed to 
think. Why is it that a stroll always clears one’s mind of the clutter clogging it 
from needed contemplation? While walking along wondering what to do next, 
contact one of her too busy family members perhaps, it began raining. I looked to 
a clear, sunny sky surprised to find only a single, small cloud hovering overhead, 
and that was showering me with a gentle rain; otherwise, the day was clear, bright 
and sunny. Well, thought I, Mother Nature gives the best of her best: rain and sun 
together when I heard her whisper: “it is only passing rain.” Passing rain...1 
found a ray of sunshine in passing rain. Returning to my friend, I urged her to 
take a short walk with me to a nearby park. Fussing like an old woman, she 
reluctantly did so returning in much better spirits after our sunny stroll. She still 
experiences passing rain but overall is improving at having good and better days, 
as we all do, while facing life as an aged person. During youth when I was 
experiencing a similar deep, hopelessness of personal darkness, a woman and 
complete stranger approached and said to me, ‘young man, ‘god’ works through 
people...’ Then she vanished. Was this being reading my thoughts in her response 
to them?! How did she know of my despair? J never forgot those words. The 
reason divine, cosmic forces speak through ‘people’ is that a person does not 
attend anything else. The world, nature, its beings and more speak to us all the 
time but sadly, out of ignorance, humanity does not listen to them. As with any 
trait, one must discover how to hear. That day under a fleeting rain cloud I heard 
the wind whispering “its only passing rain,” to learn that creation works through 
everything. 


